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"Pardon me, gentlemen," said Sam, "my father wants to lock
up the church."
The man upon his knees struggled stiffly to his feet, emitting
a little groan as his bones creaked. They neither of them spoke
a word, but began following their dismisser meekly and humbly
to the church door. With a mute bow Mat Dekker indicated to
them his gratitude for this obedience and moved aside to> let
them pass out. It was such a dark night that although he thought
he had seen both the men before he could not recall their names.
"When the key was turned and the empty sarcophagus of the
Arimathean was once more left alone with that Presence under
the red lamp, the father and son followed the strangers down the
flagged path, past the miraculous thorn bush, to the gate into
the street. Here there was a suspended gas-globe, and here the
strangers turned, revealing the black bowler hat and hooked Ro-
man nose of Mr. Owen Evans, and a broad-shouldered, rather
fleshy individual, without any hat, whose grizzled head under
that suspended light seemed to Sam the largest human head he
had ever seen. It was the head of a hydrocephalic dwarf; but in
other respects its owner was not dwarfish. In other respects its
owner had the normally plump, rather unpleasantly plump fig-
ure of any well-to-do-man, whose back has never been bent nor
his muscles hardened by the diurnal heroism of manual labour.
"How do you do, Mr. Dekker? How do you do, Mr. Sam Dek-
ker?" The Welshman threw into these words all the Ciceronian
ceremoniousness of what John Crow called his "first manner."
"I know you two gentlemen, though you don't know me," Owen
Evans went on, "but of course you know my relative, Mr. Geard."
Both father and son looked at "my relative, Mr. Geard," with
unashamed curiosity. It gave them both indeed a queer sensation
to shake hands with this ambiguous person under the gas-lamp in
that silent street; for although Mr. Geard's visits to Glastonbury
had been few since he had left his family and gone to North-
wold, all the air had been recently vibrant with gossip about
him. The money that his employer had left him had been doubled
and trebled by such gossip. Wherever, since his return, his bare
hydrocephalic head had appeared, the envious feeling and the
wondering awe had arisen. "There goes a very rich man!" Mr.